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Summary 


Tensions run high in Promepolis leading up to the first year anniversary of the Parnassus. 
Galo tries to support the integrating Burnish while Lio is away, but not everyone is happy to 
see their leader's new boyfriend. 


But we all know how Galo gets when faced with a challenge. ;) 


..and when faced with the pain of those he wants to help. 


Notes 


This fic was originally posted in early 2021 in the Soul Ablaze charity zine focused on our 
favorite idiot firefighter, Galo Thymos. Figured I'd finally upload it to AO3. Enjoy! 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Gazing out across Promepolis from a high rooftop, Lio took a deep breath. Tried to release 
the tension in his chest. 


How had he come to love this city he had raged against? Care so much that it was hard to 
leave? Looking at its sunshine-filled streets and stories, it shone as brightly as... 


...as Galo’s smile. 
It came instantly to mind, vivid and warm. 


Yes, that probably had something to do with his reluctance to depart that afternoon. This 
place was bright because a certain someone had filled it with light and fond memories for 
him. Lio rested his chin on the railing, wishing Galo was there. He always made the 
precarious feel like an adventure. Something to seek out and take on. And there was so much 
that felt precarious right now. 


The Burnish’s place in this city, in the world. Lio’s place in Galo’s heart. The romance had 
been building all year, but the relationship status was still so new, he wasn’t sure how to-- 


“You're doing it again.” A chin rested on his head and warm hands circled his waist from 
behind. 


Lio didn’t even startle at the unexpected and intimate arrival. Somehow, Galo felt so natural 
now, his presence just tended to flow into Lio’s like it was meant to be there. Like oxygen. 


But he couldn’t let Galo get away with that know-it-all tone. 


“Doing what again?” Lio pressed back into Galo’s delightfully warm chest. “Responsibly 
thinking through plans before jumping into them?” 


“Brooding,” Galo clarified, with a twitch of fingers against waist that brought a quick 
chuckle. “Spill.” 


“I don’t want to leave.” 
“So stay.” There was a slight huskiness to Galo’s tone. This man didn’t fight fair. 


Lio sighed because he didn’t really have an option--the Burnish in Europe needed him for at 
least a week to finalize the reforms he'd negotiated. And Galo sighed against his hair, because 
he knew this, too. 


“It’s just the timing.” Lio’s hands found Galo’s. “It’s almost the Parnassus anniversary. Even 
though we’re celebrating in a couple weeks, this has been a hard year. The tension in 
Promepolis is condensing to pure electricity, Galo, and I don’t know when it’s going to strike. 
There are so many sparks that could set it off...” Lio turned around in Galo’s arms and 
immediately felt stronger as their eyes met. "The Burnish are used to facing persecution and 
corruption. But reforming systems, living strong within them, trusting... " He shook his head. 
"Those are new. Counterintuitive. I don't know how exactly to help each of them through..." 


And Lio was aware that starting a relationship with a former Foresight supporter, regardless 
of Galo's actions since, had unsettled many of his people. Increased the tension. He gripped 
Galo’s biceps. “Burnish integration... It needs to work here in Promepolis. Everyone is 
looking to us to show it can be done. And it's still not there. Not yet.” 


“We’ll get there!” Galo easily lifted Lio to eye level as Lio instinctively wound his legs and 
arms around Galo for stability. “We’re closer everyday. And if there’s one thing I know about 
you Burnish, it’s that your flame never goes out!” Galo tossed his hair and raised his chin in 
determination. “You can count on me to take care of everything while you’re gone.” 


That cocky grin still looked hopelessly naive to Lio, and yet...he believed Galo. 


Then Galo’s smile softened as his eyes burned deeper, and he looked very pleased. And Lio 
realized it was because he was grinning, too. It was so effortless around his Galo. 


Lio felt his face go hot. 
His . 


Galo's pleased look shifted as if he could read Lio (of course he could), intensifying in that 
surprisingly quiet way that revealed hidden depths in his ever-glow eyes. Lio wished more 
people could see it. Look beyond Galo’s boisterous, idealistic surface to the bright core of 
light inside. That potent fire that took Lio's breath away. 


Galo brought his face closer. “Seriously, don’t worry, firelight. PII take care of things here. 
So will everyone else. Aina’s coordinating with Gueira and Meis at this very moment.” 


“Oh,” Lio pursed his lips in mock consideration. “Well if Aina’s the one taking care of 
things...” 


“Hey!” Galo pouted and raised his voice to usual-Galo levels. “I take care of lots of things! I 
ran through emergency plans with the Burnish council, I persuaded the interim government to 
add additional security to the anniversary commemoration, I did that TV interview to remind 
everyone of the role Burnish have taken in city reconstructions, I--” Lio dove in for a kiss. 


Their relationship was still new enough that every kiss had a novel taste. Galo looked dazed 
for a moment as Lio pulled back. 


“If Aina’s taking care of things...” Lio began again in a quiet, teasing tone. “I'll ask her to 
watch over my idiot firefighter, too.” 


Galo flushed and pouted even cuter. “She already does that.” 
Lio laughed. “She does. I'll stop worrying.” 


Galo's smirk said he knew Lio wouldn’t, so Lio had to kiss that smugness off, too. Then the 
kiss grew deeper, the embrace tighter. Connecting with Galo turned all the anxious flames 
inside Lio to teal-white inferno, completely filling him. Nothing was missing. He had gone 
from having nothing to having so much ... to lose. 


Please protect the Burnish , he prayed to that familiar sensation of inner fire. Our new home. 
And my Galo. 


Lio breathed Galo in, holding him until the last second. Finished his wish. 


Please help my people feel this hope. Find this light. See what I see in Galo. 


Kk KK k 


Jett did not see what Boss saw in Galo Thymos. He was arrogant and reckless and stupid. 
Even with only 10 years behind him, Jett was smarter than that grown idiot, smart enough to 
know Thymos didn't belong with the Burnish and DEFINITELY didn't belong with someone 
as amazing as their Boss. 


Jett kicked the magazine stand in front of the popup store, knocking aside several issues with 
the happy couple beaming from the cover. 


The news of their relationship had been received by Lio's people with mixed feelings. Jett's 
feelings weren't mixed. He hated Galo Thymos and would do anything he could to get rid of 
him. 


There was fire in Galo’s eyes. He was stupid . You had to make sure people didn t see the 
fire, or they would hurt you. But this stupid firefighter just kept it out there for anyone to see. 


Jett snatched the top magazine off the stack and impulsively tore Galo off the cover. His 6- 
year-old sister, Jade, gasped, but he ignored her. Grabbed the next one and tore it, too. 


“Hey!” The storekeeper leaned out with a glare, then recognized Jett. “You Burnish brats!” 
He yanked open the hut door in pursuit mode. “Yov’ll always be vandals! Pll persecute you 
to the full extent of the law!” 


“Try it!” Jett yanked out the whole stack of GaloLio! cover magazines, grabbed his sister’s 
hand, and raced down the sidewalk. 


“CATCH THOSE BURNISH!” the shopkeeper roared as he quickly fell behind. 


A nearby Uniform spotted them and began the chase. And he was much faster. Panicked, Jett 
darted into the street. Jade screamed and Jett pulled her up with one arm and held on tight as 

he ran amid blaring horns and blinding lights. Then one horn was too close and Jett’s scream 
joined his sister’s as he knew they wouldn't make it. 


Impact, and Jett knew nothing more...until sound returned, and he realized he was on the 
grass beside his sobbing sister. Under a very heavy body. He tried to struggle away, but arms 
held him and Jade tight as the adult form rose. He glanced back over his shoulder and froze 
in horror. 


It was him . 


Jett had been saved by the enemy. 


“Galo Thymos!” The Uniform ran up, enthusiastic. “Thank you for helping us keep the 
peace, as usual! A hero to the end. We’ll take those scoundrels and make sure they don’t get 
out again to cause more trouble.” 


“The Burnish are meant to be free!” Jett yelled as he struggled against the arm that held him 
and tried to pull away from the ones reaching for him. 


“It’s okay, officer.” Galo declared firmly. Jett decided his arms were made of iron or 
something. “I’m responsible for them.” 


“But--” 


“And IIl pay for the magazines,” Galo was staring at the scattered volumes that had flown 
from Jett’s arm when he fell. “They must be super fans!” 


“No! I hate--” but a hand clamped over his mouth, and he almost bit it before realizing it 
belonged to his sister, and her glaring eyes were full of fear and tears. “Shut up, Jett!” she 
hissed. The guilt silenced him for a few moments as Galo finished with the Uniform and got 
him to leave. 


As soon as that threat was out of earshot, Jett began wriggling in earnest again. 
“Let go! Letgoletgoletgo-” 


Galo released him, and Jett leapt back, ready to run, but... but Galo kept his arm around Jade, 
who was traitorously curling into him for protection. Galo smiled down and gave her a little 
jiggle, drawing her face out from his shirt. 


“Well look at that! Right on the other side of that scary street, you sure found a great spot to 
land.” He looked around at the grass, the tree above their heads, the nearby fountain, drawing 
both their notice to the peaceful little park. Then Galo sat down right there, in the patch of 
grass 20 feet from the road, settling Jade on his leg and fixing his bright eyes on Jett. “Even if 
the journey was bumpy, you kept going and found a place like this. Glad I was around for it!” 


He was so cheerful . Jett wanted to scream. So he did. 
"You're not our hero!" He yelled it as much to remind Jade as to insult Galo. 


Galo’s smile turned into a grin, and he nodded to a nearby magazine cover. "I know. Good 
thing you've got Lio." 


Unbidden, the memory of Galo bringing the fading gray shell of their Boss back to life shook 
Jett. They had Lio because of Galo. Because he had fire in him. And he shared it. Just like 
Boss. 


The anger started to seep out. 


Jett hated that feeling. Anger felt like fire, it was the only thing still warm inside him. And 
this stupid person was trying to snuff it out. Jett knew that all that would be left after is 
something cold and heavy, ice trapping him forever. He searched desperately for his fire. 


He hated Galo because... because... 


Oh! Because even though Galo had saved Boss in the end, they had almost lost him in the 
first place because of people like Galo. 


Jett strode back to the seated firefighter, standing just taller, and settled his fists against his 
hips. "One minute of helping doesn't get rid of a whole forever before of hurting people!" 


Galo’s eyes went sober. “It doesn't.” 
Jett leaned forward. “You don't deserve Boss!” 


Galo gave a half-smile. “Maybe.” He glanced to the sky for a moment and Jett couldn’t read 
his expression. Then blue eyes connected steadily with him again. “But. Life isn't fair.” 


The truth of this statement hit Jett so hard, it erupted from him in agreement. “It's not!” 
“And stuff doesn't stop hurting just cuz it's over.” 


Jett stomped his foot. “So you have to keep burning!” The hot and cold in his chest made his 
eyes sting. And then spill over. Mortified, Jett threw his fist at Galo. Who caught it deftly. 
Wrapped his fingers around Jett’s until they were completely enveloped. Galo’s hand was big 
and warm just like his... like his dad’s had b-- “I have to keep burning!” 


“You do.” Galo’s gaze was intense. “Keep burning. But... Even if you do... you never stop 
missing them.” 


Jett dropped his fist and stared. How had Galo known what he was thinking?! 


“Then how do you stop this...” Jett clenched his fingers into his shirt, pressing against the 
pain tearing inside his chest. 


“T don't know.” 
Jett's tears stopped in shock. Adults never admitted they didn’t know. 


Galo took a deep breath. “But... if you hold on to what you've still got...” He tilted his head 
toward Jade. 


Jett looked at his sister. There was still trust in her eyes as she looked at him. And something 
not burning and not frozen made him warm inside. 


“I know... that's how Lio feels. About each of you.” Jett held his breath as Galo spoke. “You 
give him strength. Hope.” Galo’s eyes were asking him for something. “You help him hurt 
less.” 


Jett felt even warmer. Fire. But this fire was different from the rage-blaze. 


Galo leaned towards him slightly. “Can you keep helping him?” 


It was Jade who spoke. “We'll be good.” Her voice was surprisingly steady. Resolved. “So 
Boss doesn't have to cry.” 


Jett’s eyes fell to the ground. Boss’ smile beamed at him from the magazine at his feet. Jett 
started crying for real. 


He hated Galo... 


Through the blur of tears, he saw something black. It was a shirt. The Stupid had taken it off 
like he always did. And was offering it to him. 


Jett glared and snatched it. 


He wiped his face in the shirt, making sure to blow extra loud--twice!--before defiantly 
handing the soiled clothing back to Galo. 


Galo slung it over his shoulder with a half-grin but no comment, then made Jade giggle, 
giving her a little twirl as he stood and set her down beside her brother. 


Jett immediately put a protective arm around her. She looked at him with bright eyes, no 
longer afraid, and patted his back in comfort. 


“Let's go for dinner next week.” Galo beamed at them. “Wherever you want. My treat.” 


Jett opened his mouth to retort--they didn’t need pity --but Jade looked up at him with 
pleading eyes. 


Jett stuck out his lip. Galo Thymos sucked-- 
“With Lio.” Galo finished. 
--But Jett could breathe again. 


"We gotta have his back," Galo straightened his shoulders and Jett's own shoulders got 
stronger. "Together." He held out a fist to them. 


Jett refused to meet it, but Jade bopped it with her tiny knuckles and a shy but cheerful smile. 
And Jett didn't pull her back. Galo smiled at him in that way he remembered his dad had 
when he was proud of Jett. It should have made Jett mad--he didn’t need this idiot’s approval! 
But for some reason... the warm didn’t flip back to scorching. 


"Lio 'n me will pick you up next Thursday." 

Well. He guessed he could... tolerate Galo. And... He needed to watch out for Boss, so... 
“Fine.” 

“Galo!” The very pretty Burning Rescue lady, Aina, jogged up. “What’s going on?” She sent 


a warm smile to the kids, and Jett got that fire feeling again, only this time it was in his face. 
Maybe she could come to dinner, too. Perhaps there were other benefits to tolerating Galo. 


Kk K K k 


Galo Thymos was intolerable. He stood there in front of Vala in her own training hall, in 
front of her own students and that Aina girl he brought, acting like his “request” was 
reasonable. 


"Don't do the vigilante attacks you’ve planned,” the impudent fool demanded, as if he wasn’t 
facing off against the Burnish’s most experienced martial arts master. “I know the legal 
process is slow, but if you go after these creeps yourselves, you’ll get arrested--or worse.” 
Galo shook his head and Vala narrowed her eyes in restrained rage as he admonished her. 
“That will only hurt the Burnish more. And you'll end up in prison." 


He was just like everyone else. This city, these people, acted like you could just forget the 
past. The pain. Bury it, for “the future” and forget justice. And so many of the Burnish now 
seemed to agree. 


Vala and the Blazing Furies never would. 


They had already waited a year for the guilty to be held accountable, and they had no more 
patience for lengthy investigations and trials. In the end, she was certain it was all a sham. No 
one really cared about justice for the Burnish, and those monsters who had dehumanized 
them didn’t deserve a single extra day of peace when they had robbed so many of their very 
lives. An example must be made, and she was willing to sacrifice everything for that end. 


A point she had debated regularly with her best student, the brilliant and foolish Lio Fotia. 
Before he was seduced by this idiot before her. Now she could no longer trust Lio’s 
compromised judgment. He had allowed this firefighter to tame his flame. 


Vala would not surrender to apathy. The source-fire may be gone, but the flare inside of Vala 
remained as sharp as her sword. 


Even if her body, now old and without it's flame, couldn't wield it as swiftly as before. Her 
new aches and pains just made her more determined. 


And she could definitely take on this child who had baseless enthusiasm rather than trained 
skill. But... she had seen him fight Lio, and he'd held his ground. That at least was worth 
exploring. 


"Do you see that wall behind me?" She gestured to the rows of slash marks beneath the 
names of each of her students. There were hundreds of lines beneath the 30 names. Hers was 
the longest count. "Each one represents a prison stay. Because we don't back down from a 
just fight. We protect our people, and defend their memory." She drove her hidden-sword 
cane down emphatically in front of her. "No matter how corrupt the system, how compliant 
the drones ." She flicked an accusing eyebrow at the word. "It's not your place to stop us." 
She whipped out her sword. "But you can try ." 


Galo eyed her blade, then his stance became resolute. “I always do.” A grin spread across his 
face as he took the sword one of her students offered him for the duel. Made a flashy show of 
brandishing it. Just like her foolish Lio. 


She wasted no more time, flying at him before he finished his posing. Almost caught him off 
guard, but not quite. Galo was fast. A head taller. And strong. Relentless. But Vala was 
skilled. Seasoned. It was a close fight. 


And a fair one. Galo never pulled one of the underhanded tricks they were used to from 
Freeze Force. Never pressed an advantage he didn't earn. 


And in the end, he managed to disarm her. Even caught her sword as it flew through the air. 


She stared up his leveled blade from where she had fallen, joints on fire. Then glanced to her 
students. They were watching with rapt attention. And respect. For both of them. 


Like her, they had recognized the instinctive honor with which Galo fought. 
Just like her foolish Lio. 
She lifted her chin. "What are your terms?" 


Galo, still winded, dropped to his knees in front of her and laid his blade and hers 
horizontally between them. Put his palms to the floor, eyes fixed on her. And asked . 


“Please talk to me. Before doing something that will hurt...” His eyes turned inward for a 
moment. “...will hurt him.” His gaze jumped back to her, to the present. “I mean, everyone!” 


Fury choked her at the implication. “ You were the one hurting us! You followed Kray 
Foresight .” 


It was almost hidden, but Vala saw Galo’s slight flinch at the name before he snapped back. 
“Only because I was ignorant! Because I didn't know! Once I did...” He slumped slightly and 
ran a hand through his hair. “I was still stupid,” he admitted with a grimace, “Rather than 
doing something useful, I confronted him. He put me in solitary with execution pending.” 
Galo gave her a pointed look. “Not much you can do for anyone from prison.” 


Vala went still. As did her students. 
“You were imprisoned by Kray Foresight for defending the Burnish?” 


“It was the first time I saw his real smile.” Vala was surprised by the conflict in his eyes. He 
was still struggling with this, it seemed. 


“He was going to kill you?” 
“He was going to kill all of us.” 
She stiffened at this truth. 


“But I learned from that.” Galo’s back straightened. “From Lio. And together... we found a 
way to stop destruction. It wasn't perfect, but... we didn’t stop believing it was possible. To 
protect the Burnish and our shared home. We didn't give up on each other. On justice. On our 
future." 


The inferred accusation hung in the air as Vala studied Galo Thymos. So much fire in those 
eyes. 


She looked at her students. Brave. Loyal, every one of them. Ready to follow her, potentially 
get that final, fatal line added to their name list. 


Our future . 
Her chest was tight. 


She snapped her eyes back to Galo, decided, with a demand of her own. “You will stand with 
us for justice?” 


Galo nodded emphatically, instantly buoyant once more, and struck a confident pose, fist in 
the air. “You can’t put out the blaze of justice in this burnin’ soul!” 


A delicate snort from the sidelines. “We will stand with you,” Aina translated with an amused 
smile and a slight roll of her eyes at her partner’s antics. There were a few chuckles among 
the ranks. Vala quirked a brow, noticing her students seemed very comfortable with Aina 
already. 


Vala stood, sheathed her sword, and faced away from Galo as he rose, too. Her eyes traced all 
the slashes of sacrifice on her wall. “Then perhaps we... can learn new ways, too.” 


She pulled open a nearby drawer and got out the special ink and brush. Painted “Galo 
Thymos” on the wall. Added a slash beneath it. Without turning around she issued her order. 
"I expect to see you here. To get some actual training. We won't stand beside a slacker.” 


“Well. I do like to win.” There was more than a hint of smugness in his voice. 
Vala turned around and glared. 

“Against a worthy opponent,” he concluded, eyes steady, smile challenging. 
Oh ho. She would make it challenging . 

Then she blinked in surprise as she realized there was a grin on her face. 


And for the first time she really understood. How this man became a partner to their solitary, 
extraordinary Boss. And why it... worked. An irrational conviction caught the sharp flare in 
her heart and turned it pure and bright for a moment. Galo Thymos would protect Lio. And 
care for his people. Enough to take action. And... not give up. 


For the first time in a year... she inhaled deep. She could breathe again. 
“Lio needs us. All of us. Together.” Galo held out a fist. “I’ve got your back.” 
Waiting for her to reciprocate. 


She frowned and rapped his knuckles with her cane. 


“Don’t let your guard down against a worthy opponent ,” she fumed as Galo yelped and 
shook his hand. 


Galo Thymos was a fool. 
And she always kept an extra close eye on her most foolish students. 


Kok KK k 


Galo Thymos was a fool. Even more clueless than Gueira already believed him to be, if he 
thought standing in the doorway would stop Gueira from going after the ones who had 
attacked Meis and landed him in the hospital on life support. 


Gueira pointedly ignored him as he finished tearing through the shelves full of hospital gear 
in the supply closet he’d broken into. Looking for something sharp and lethal. 


Honestly, he freaking loved Galo Thymos, and also thought he sucked. Galo was always so 
sure of everything. Himself most of all. 


Gueira could relate. He was usually the most confident one in any group. Or at least he 
pretended to be. It had been getting easier and harder since he realized how he felt about 
Meis. 


He had left Meis in Aina’s good care, so he could go take care of things . 
Galo was still just standing in the doorway, arms crossed, staring at him. 


"The hell you want?" Gueira flipped the scalpel in his hand and the next moment it was gone 
from sight, concealed. 


Galo remained eerily silent and Gueira scowled over at him. The serious gaze was unnerving. 


Gueira threw back his shoulders and squared off against his firefighter friend. “You gonna 
fight me, Thymos??” 


“Nope.” 

“You're not going to stop me.” 

“Nope.” 

“Then what the hell are you--” Gueira tried to push past him. He had murderers to kill. 


Galo clamped a hand down on his shoulder and immediately matched pace with the storming 
Burnish, but steered them both towards the nearby waiting room. “I'm buying you a drink.” 


Gueira gaped in outraged disbelief. "I'm not thirsty!" 
"Yes you are." Cocky son of a-- "Your throat is dry and there's something stuck in it." 


Gueira tried to swallow. Dammit. Galo was right. 


Within moments, Galo was pulling a can of chocolate milk from the vending machine and 
choosing chairs for them. Gueira wanted to be insulted by the beverage, but... it was his 
favorite. How the hell did Galo know?! 


It was hard to drink chocolate milk in rebellious defiance, but Gueira did his best. It would 
have... it would have made Meis smile in that fond way... 


“T’m going to burn them all!” he burst out, startling the two other visitors in the room. He 
glared at Galo and shot to his feet. “I’ve always been ready to die for this! I'm going to fight! 
To the very end!” 


Galo shot up, too, and raised his voice to match. “Yeah! Keep that fire in your soul high!” 
“Yeah!” 

“You need to fight anyone who hurts good people!” 

“Yeah!” 

“You need to protect them!” 

“Yeah!” 


“You can't do that if you're dead.” Galo’s voice went flat and Gueira stopped breathing. 
“Then who's going to make sure they stay safe? Your people. Lio. Meis.” 


Gueira hated when Galo got all weird-smart like this. 


“You have to be smart,” Galo stated, obviously trying to look the part with finger raised in 
the air, and Gueira almost laughed. But then Galo’s eyes were seeing something else as he 
murmured, “Survive to keep hope alive.” 


Gueira knew what it usually meant when Galo went... unreadable. He narrowed his eyes. 
“Who are you quoting?” 


“Kray Foresight.” 
Yup. 


Gueira grabbed Galo’s collar, enraged. “I WILL NOT LISTEN TO ADVICE FROM KRAY 
FORESIGHT, YOU--” 


Galo actually laughed, amused with just a hint of self-aware chagrin. “Yeah, you definitely 
shouldn’t. An’ see, I didn’t, either.” Galo pulled Gueira’s hand off his shirt and gave it an 
emphatic pat. “Funny thing, even if you’re listening to the words of a liar, if you hear your 
own truth, well... you can still figure out how to go at things your own way.” His grin gained 
a chaotic glee Gueira could appreciate. “You just gotta steal ‘em.” 


Baffled but intrigued, Gueira leaned closer. “Steal from liars?” 


“Yeah! You got it!” Galo thumped him on the back. “Steal their words and make them yours, 
and then even if they try to crush your ideals, they can’t! Cuz they’re yours .” 


Gueira had no idea what Galo was talking about, but it made sense. 


“Steal them.” With a kind of morbid fascination, Gueira began his attempt at idea grand 
larceny from Kray Foresight. “‘Survive to keep hope alive’...” 


“Yeah,” There was disgust in Galo’s voice. “ He used those words to let others die.” 
Gueira followed the clue. “But you and Boss didn’t let him.” 


“Nope. Hope is about not giving up on people.” Galo crossed his arms and smiled at Gueira. 
“What’s your truth?” 


“The Mad Burnish...” The flame inside Gueira began to steady as he listened to it and 
conviction returned to his voice. “We refused to give up on our people. We wouldn’t leave 
them in danger.” Gueira glanced down the hall towards the room that held his heart. 
“Wouldn’t leave them. Not without a fight. To the very end.” The blaze inside of Gueira 
flickered, changing. It ached and soothed in a confusing paradox. “Those people who hurt 
Meis--I think...” His throat got tight again. “I think I let them steal my truth...” He glared at 
Galo in frustrated tension, pressing his lips together to stop their trembling. 


Galo’s eyes were compassionate as he opened an arm in invitation. Eyes stinging, Gueira 
rested his forehead on Galo's shoulder. Let the firefighter steer them down into their seats 
again as Gueira let go of the tears at last, thoughts a jumbled chaos that he didn’t try to 
control. 


A few minutes later, in that strange relief and clarity after a good cry, Gueira sniffed and 
admitted, “It won't be worth it. All of this. Everything we've built. Protected. Not for me. Not 
if Meis...” 


“Lio told me the story about the settlement,” Galo rested his forearm on Gueira’s shoulder. 
“You and Meis faced off against Vulcan and the whole Freeze Force, right?” 


The rage Gueira had felt that tragic day flared anew. “Hell yeah! They were hurting our 
people! An’ attacking Boss!” 


“And you found a way to protect Lio.” There was unmasked gratitude in Galo’s eyes. “And 
ultimately everyone, really. Lio told me, you never gave up on him or Meis.” 


‘Course not.” Gueira declared. Then made the connection. “Oh.” 


Galo grinned in affirmation. “So you were able to be together again. Because you never let 
that flame you share go out. And then you tag-teamed it over to me and Lio, and the whole 
world is still here!” He threw his arm fully around Gueira and Gueira tried to ignore how 
comforting it was. “When we team up, nothing can stop us! And you know I’ve got your 
back, too.” 


Gueira didn’t answer. He chugged the rest of the milk and stood with a dismissive sniff. 


“You smell like my week-old socks.” 


Galo sniffed himself. “I ran here.” Gueira paused. Galo had run to them. The firefighter 
bounced to his feet with a grin. “This is the smell of pure determination! On fire!” He flexed 
with a wink. “In a bod that won't quit!” 


“Pfft. Now that is a threat.” Gueira’s smile was small but genuine. 


Galo grabbed the empty can from his hand and chucked it at the recycling bin across the 
room, inviting Gueira to share a triumphant grin when it went in first try. “You owe me a 
drink. Soon as Meis is out of the hospital, it's your treat.” 


Full of unyielding faith, Galo held out that damn fist of his. As if that always made 
everything alright in the end. 


But Gueira wasn’t as sappy as Boss. He lightly socked Galo on the shoulder instead, 
pretending offense. “Gueira always pays his debts.” He fingered the blade up his sleeve and 
turned towards the exit as Galo's eyes went carefully neutral. Then Gueira kept turning until 
he was facing Meis' room. “ We will be there.” 


Gueira was able to walk back to that room he'd fled in fearful fury. Return to Meis, even 
though it was so hard to see him like that. But this time... Gueira could breathe. 


ok ok ok ok ok 
Galo couldn't breathe. 


It kinda felt like he had started holding his breath when Lio left. The potential for disaster 
was ever present. And now that it had struck, he was suffocating. 


Aina. 
He stared at the door of her hospital room and slumped in his seat. 


Turns out it wasn’t the Burnish spark that made disaster strike. It was the old prejudice--a 
group of non-Burnish terrorists who kept hate in their hearts. 


Jett was actually the one who tipped Burning Rescue off, railing against stupid adults who 
thought they were so clever and didn’t think twice about blabbing in front of kids. Then Aina 
and Meis and Gueira did some recon with Lucia’s help and discovered the twisted plot. 


Staging the death of Galo Thymos. “Hero” to the people, most prominent ally to the Burnish, 
Lio Fotia’s lover. Traitor of humanity . 


And make it look like the Burnish did it. 


It was only thanks to the Blazing Furies that Galo’s team made it to him in time. He had been 
lured into a condemned building, thinking someone needed rescue. But it was a bomb, not a 
distressed citizen, that greeted him. 


Galo would never forget that moment. Aina screaming his name. Then colliding with him 
with all her considerable strength. Then sound stopping as the world went white. And when 
his mind started up again, there was his best friend, slumped against him in very bad shape. 


They had been taken to the hospital as their worried teammates battled the blazes that had 
been set off across various spots in the city, a coordinated mass attack “only the Burnish” 
could have caused. 


The surgeons said Aina was out of immediate danger, but they didn’t know what the lasting 
effects would be. Sitting here uselessly until Aina was cleared for visitors, Galo didn’t bother 
wiping away the tears. Guilt ate at him, but he knew Aina would have clocked him for such 
thoughts, so he was just stuck with grief, alone. 


Until he wasn’t. 


Before he even registered their arrival, a tactical squad of Blazing Furies were posted at 
Aina’s door, beside him, at the hall entrances. Vala planted herself squarely in front of Galo. 
And Gueira and Meis stood there grim-faced with Jett and Jade. The air was full of muted 
rage as they examined him. 


Of course. Everyone loved Aina. 


“T’m sorry,” The words were out of his mouth immediately. “Aina... Aina, and the Burnish 
being blamed...” Dammit. He had promised Lio he’d take care of everything. He didn’t 
understand how he had failed so spectacularly. He hung his head watching the tears drop to 
the floor. 


Vala tipped his chin up with the end of her cane. "They were after you ." 


"I KNOW!” Galo finally exploded. “IT SHOULD HAVE BEEN ME WHO--OW!!" She 
whacked him solidly on the head before he could finish his words. 


“It should have been no one ,” Meis stated with finality. He was still bandaged and paler than 
usual, but his eyes were pure Mad Burnish. 


"Stupid!” Jett kicked Galo in the shin. “We wouldn’t forgive you if you, if you left like that! 
If you made Boss cry!” Jett’s own eyes were shiny, as his sister plopped down on the floor 
and hugged Galo’s leg. “ Stupid ." Jett swiped an arm across his eyes as Galo stared at him, 
stunned. But his chest was less tight. 


"After all that bravado about standing together, do you think we’d just let you off the hook?” 


Vala glowered at him. “We’ve got work to do, and you still have a lot to learn. No slacking 
off." 


"You still owe me a drink!" Gueira shoved his livid face in Galo’s, then his brow crinkled and 
he straightened. “Or wait, I owe you one. WHATEVER!” He ruffled a hand through Galo’s 
hair as Meis placed his on Galo’s shoulder. 


"What they mean is,” A calm voice, smooth, yet deep with feeling. “We've got your back." 


He hadn't even heard Lio arrive. Galo drank in the sight of his familiar form, face, eyes, then 
realized Lio was holding out a fist expectantly. 


Air filled Galo’s lungs. His knuckles connected with Lio’s without another thought. 

Then Lio’s face went full dragon mode and he bonked Galo on the head. 

"Ow! Why do people call me stupid and then hit me on the head?! Isn't that counterprod--" 
Lio straddled his lap and silenced his protests with a long and very insistent kiss. 

"Aw." Jade crooned. "Ew." Jett corrected. 


Lio pulled back and buried his face for a moment in the crook of Galo’s neck. "When are you 
going to stop making me worry about you all the time? When you're out of sight it's like I 
can't breathe." In revenge Lio stole his breath with a series of adoring kisses up his neck. 


“Soooo you're saying you can't live without me,” Galo teased, earning himself another light 
smack on the head. But then Galo’s levity faded as Lio faced him with a gaze that declared 
this statement true. An intensity that couldn't quite hide the fear. Galo inhaled sharply as he 
realized Lio was trembling slightly in his hands. Slowly, a new thought caught in his mind. 
He had been doing everything he could to protect the Burnish... to protect Lio from hurt... 
but maybe he had missed a key part of that goal... 


Galo almost forgot they weren’t alone until Gueira took up the Lio-teasing. "Ah, Boss, you 
know you'll never stop worrying about us Burnish." 


Lio blinked and looked up at Gueira, processing. He scanned the other intent, affirming 
Burnish eyes, young and old, fixed on them. Then his face eased and he smiled in 
understanding. Grinned, in fact, and Galo knew he had missed something again. Then it 
clicked. 


"Burnish? But I'm not--” 
“Your soul is burning, duh.” Jett scoffed. 
“Burning,” Jade confirmed with a pat to his knee. 


Vala lifted her chin proudly. “You listen to the fire, build it higher, while taking responsibility 
and tempering it.” 


“You make sure it doesn't go out.” Gueira plopped down beside him and leaned against his 
arm. 


Lio, still beaming, eyes full of relief and joy, held Galo’s face in both hands, and gave him a 
decisive kiss. “Doesn’t get more Burnish than that.” 


Then a whole team of fists were in front of Galo. Elated, he met them all. 


Galo's chest became so full... he could breathe again. 


Kk KK k 


Two weeks later, Aina’s determined grin shone from the screen as Galo snuggled with Lio 
and watched yet another interview with the “Hero’s Hero of Promepolis”. Her physical 
therapy was going well, and she and Meis were leading a united front for peace in the city. 


The Burnish started calling Aina and Galo both Firekeepers. Soon, it became the name for 
the joint Burnish and Burning Rescue team who had helped prove the Burnish were the 
targets rather than the perpetrators of the attacks. 


The city celebrated a victory over the recent violence as they concluded their first year after 
the World Inferno. There was still a long road. But the Burnish flame continued to spread as 
fresh oxygen fed the fire. 


End Notes 


I wrote a follow up piece from Lio's POV a few months later that was published in the Soul 
Ablaze REDUX in September 2021. :) May post it here as well if I feel like it. 


Also, almost done with an Aina POV that takes place between the two timepoints. 


And I will have a separate fic in future that focuses on this plot idea: Staging the death of 
Galo Thymos. “Hero” to the people, most prominent ally to the Burnish, Lio Fotia’s lover. 
Traitor of humanity. And make it look like the Burnish did it. 


Anyway, how much of my writing I eventually post to AO3 vs hosting privately is just a 
matter of my own internal wellbeing, but I'll post any alternative access options on my 
Twitter, @akadoreengreene 


(and yes, I'm still writing for my two long fics. Will probably post the rest here, but sequels 
may just be hosted privately.) 


I always love to hear your thoughts. Thanks for reading! :D 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


